POLISH  AMERICANS

learned that canape, which you see printed on fashion-
able menus these days, is a Polish word, instead of
French, as I had always supposed. The main dish
looked like Hamburgers, but had other meats ground
up in it along with the beef, and was covered with spicy
sauce. Since it was Casimir's Saint's Day, Mrs Wyglen-
dowski had made him a pie whose filling looked and
tasted like lemon meringue, but whose crust, though
pastry, was thick and sweet, like cake. She said
sweetened pastry was characteristically Polish. She
sent to the kitchen for some left-over apple cake called
Szarlotka. It did not taste like German apple cake. Its
dough was short and flaky as fine French pastry, but
sweet and thick. At the end of the meal we all had tea
with lemon in tall glasses.

After luncheon Mrs Wyglendowski showed me an
album with pictures of herself and her husband at the
captain's table aboard the Batory on their last trip to
Poland, and I guess that got her started thinking senti-
mentally about navigation in general, for she told me
that on the day of St John the Baptist right there in
New Jersey they still put candles on little rafts with
wreaths of flowers and light the candles and set them
afloat at night on the river. I thanked her and thought
it was beautiful.

George Przymusinski, not to be outdone in volun-
teering items that might interest a non-Polish Ameri-
can, said, "And I bet you didn't know that Andre
Kostelanetz is a Pole too. His name is really spelled
Kasztelaniec."

Driving back from Newark to New York along the
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